878                               INSIDE  U. S. A.
When a good neighbor borrows a cup of sugar, he returns a cup of sugar. That is a little matter of nice behavior you British do not know. England never returned anything. A gentleman, sir, pays his debts. John Bull is not a gentleman. Can you teach him to be one? Your debt on this World War, sir, is beyond your own arithmetic comprehension . . . And you never expect to pay a dime of it ...
You expect us Americans to go on and pay your bills. It is time your leisure class went to work and paid your honest debts. . . . We gave you farm implements that we needed for our own soil. You gave those implements to other peoples as your benevolent gift. You sold them and put the cash in your pocket. That, sir, was just plain treachery and DISHONESTY.
Tulsa is a great oil town, but nowhere in the United States, not even Los Angeles, does petroleum make such an impact on the visitor as in Oklahoma City. The derricks rise actually on the governor's very lawn, and the wells slant under the basement of the capitol itself. The Encyclopaedia Britannica said of Oklahoma City in an edition printed not so long ago that the nearest oil field was thirty miles away ; today, the town does its business directly on top of one. This field came in in 1928. It produced mad and fantastic scenes, as black oil gushed down the streets; previously the geologists had pronounced this to be a "red bed" area, in which oil was either absent or very difficult to reach. Another great field just twelve miles outside the city limits was discovered by a freak after the regular oil people had given it up. The steel derricks rise right out of the wheat and alfalfa now.
Oil leases are a tremendous business in Oklahoma. If the geologists think the prospects are good the oil companies will lease land long before any thought of actual drilling. The race for new properties is incessant. Once drilling begins and oil is produced the farmer who sold the lease gets one-eighth the proceeds as a royalty. Oil is, as we well know, fugacious; it is not like a lump of coal that will stay sitting; so if your neighbor drills, you have to drill too, or lose your oil. Except for this, the state would never have started drilling in the governor's front yard ; private owners near by were draining oil away. In an effort to reduce the fantastic evils implicit in this system, Oklahoma limits the production of wells to two hundred barrels each per day. It well remembers the terrible experiences of 1932 when the price of crude dropped to ten cents a barrel.3
Oklahoma City has two more distinctions of which it speaks proudly. It has the largest percentage of American-born white population of any city in the union; the foreign born scarcely exist. The other is that it is the first American city of consequence to ask every citizen, even
splendid account of the Oklahoma City field is "Oil in the Back Yard/1 by Lillian Fryer Rainey, Atlantic Monthly, April, 1938,